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Thla iiaua marka a new venture for the publieheia. We ere lienkmpe 
lot on thin ieeue. We have put our hopea and work Into it ao that you, tl 
reader may enjoy it. We hope you do. In FANCIFU L TALES it le our I 
tention to publiah ahort etoriea of phnntaay. Weird fiction, acirnce flctii 
and that moat eluaive of all flighta of fancy, Pure Phanteey. Naturally v 

cliangea in It? Do you prefer one type of etory above another and do you 
ua to play up to that typo? What do you think of the etoriea i 


Naturally, It would delight ua if you would advance our meifacli 

nnee end quality. If you will pull with ue, we will pull wi 
We thank you. 
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BY H. P. LOVECRAFT 


Curiosity stronger than fear lend tho man on., ..to the namulrss oily 
and the secret of the tunnel. 


ion, and afar 1 sow 


THE NAMELEM CITT 


it protruding uncannily above tho aanda aa parta of a corpaa may protrude 
from an lll-mado grave. Fear epoko from the age-worn atonea of thla hoary 

and a viewleaa aura repelled me and bade me retreat from antique and 
ainiater accrete that no man ehould aee, and no man elae had aver dared 


Kemote in the deeert of Araby liaa tho namalaaa city, crumbling and 
inarticulate, Ita low walla nearly hidden by the aanda of uncounted agea. 
It muat have been thua before the firat atonea of Memphia were laid, and 
while the bricka of Babylon weie yet unbaked. There la nq legend ao old 
aa to give it a name, or to recall that It waaevar aliveibut It la told of in whia- 
pern around campfirea and muttered about by grandaina in thetenta of 
ahelka ao that all the tribea ahun it without wholly knowing why. It waa 
of thla place that Abdul Alhaxrod the mad poet dreamed on the night be- 
fore he eung hla unexplainable couplet: 

“That la not dead which oanetenal lie, 

And with atrange eeone evon death may die.’ 

I ehould have known that the Araba had good re aeon for ahunnlng the 
nameleaa city, the city told of in atrango talea but aeen by no living man, 

have eecn It, and that iawhynoother face boara auch hldeoualineaof fear 
aa mine; why no other man ahiveraao horribly whan the night wlndrattlea 
the windowa. When I camo upon it In the ghaatly atillneaa of unending Bleep 
it looked at me, chilly from the raya of a cold moon amldat the deaert'a heat. 
And aa I returned ita look I forgot my triumph at finding it, and atopped 
■till with my camel to wait for the dawn. 

For houra I waited, till the eaat g-ew grey and the atara faded, and 
the grey turned to roeeal light edgod with gold. I heard a moaning and aaw a 
etorm o' aand etlrrlng among the antique atonea though the aky waa clear 
and the vaat reachea of the deeertatlll. Then a iddenly above the deaert’a 
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far rim time the bluing edgo of the eun, seen through the tiny eendetorm 
which wu pausing away, and in ray fovared state I fancied that from 
some remote depth there came a crash of musical metal to hail the fiery 
disc as Memnon hails it from the banks of tho Nile. My ears rang and my 
imagination seethed as I lead my camel slowly across the sand to that un- 
vocsl stone place; that place too old for Egypt and Meroe to reraemder; 
that place which I alone of living men hudsoun. 

In and out amongst the shapeless foundations of houses and palaces I 
wandored, finding never a carving or inscription to tell of these men, If 
men they were, who built thia city and dwelt therein so long ago. The an- 
tiquity of tho spotwaa unwholesome, nnd 1 longed to encounter some sign 
or device to prove that the city was indeed fashioned by mankind. There 
wero certain frofarliem and i/imtnmnj in tho ruins which I did not like, I 
had with me many tools, and dug much within the walls of the obliterated 
edifices; but progress was slow, and nothing significant wu revealed. 
When night and the moon returnud I felt a uhlll wind which brought new 
fear, so that I did not dare to remain in the city. And u 1 went outside 
the antique walls to sleep, a small sighing sandstorm gathered behind ms, 
blowing over the grey stones though the moon was bright and most of the 
desert still. 

ringing as from some metallic peal. I saw the sun |ieorlng redly through 
the lut gusts of a little sandstorm that hovered over the nameless city, 
and marked the quietneu of the rail of the landscape. Once more 1 ver- 
tured within thou brooding ruins that swelled beneath the und like sn 
og-e under acoverlet, and again dug vainly far relics of the forgotten race. 

and the bygone streets, and the outlines of the nearly vanished buildings. 
I uw that the city had been mighty indeed, and wondered at the sources 
of its greatness. To myself 1 pictured all the splendours of an age so die- 
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ticul shrines. About these shrines I wss prying when the noise of u wind 
end of my csmt l outside broke through the slillnoss nnd drow mo forth to 
see whst could hnvo frightened the beset. 

The moon wss gleaming vividly over the primitive ruins, lighting n 
dense cloud of sund that seemed blown by n strong hut decreasing wind 
from some point along the cliff ahead of me. 1 knew it wos this chilly , Ban* 

place of better shelter when I chanced to glance up and saw that there 
was no wind stop the cliff. T 

hoard before at sunrise and sunsot, and judged it was a normal thing. I 
decided It came from some rock fissure leading to a cave, and watched 
the troubled sand to traco it to its source; soon percouving tlmt it came 
from the black orifice of a temple a long distance south of me, almost out 
of sight. Against the choking sand-cloud ! plodded toward this temple, 

far less clogged with eaked sand, I would have entered had not the ter- 
rific force of the icy wind almost quenched my torch. It poured madly out 

tho weird Dins. Soon it grew fainter and tho sand grew moro and more 

mong the speatrol stones of the city, und when I glanced at the moon It 
seemed to quiver as though mirrored in unquiet waters. I was more u- 
fruid than 1 coaid explain, but not enough to dull my thirst for wonder; so 
I crossed into the dark chamber from 


This temple, as I hod fancied from the outside, was larger than either 
ot those I had visited before; and wss presumably n natural cavern since 
itbore winds from some region beyond. Here I could stand qulteupright, 
but saw that the stones and altars woro an low as these in tho other tem- 
ples. On the walls and roof I boheld for tho first time some traces of the 
piotorislsrtof the ancient raco, curious curling streaks of pnint that had 


THE NAMELESS CITT 


10 


my torch aloft It aocmod to me that tho ahape of the roof waa too regular 








plainly artifiri*! door chiaelled in the eolid rock. 1 thruat my torah within, 
beholding a black tunnel with the roof arching low over a rough flight of 












my head could not light the unknown doptha toward whieh 1 waa crawling. 
I loot t r ack of the houra and forgot to conault my watch, thoogh ! waa 
frightened when I though of the diatance 1 muat be traveralng. There were 


ing torch at arm'e longth beyond my head. The place waa not high enough 




SSSSaS" ' 
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IS 


creeping run that would have seemed horrible hod any eye watcod mo In 
the blackness; creating from aide to aide occaalonally to feel of my sur- 
roundlnga and be aur the w ilia an 1 row a of caaaa atlll atretched on. man ra 
ao uaed to thinking viaually that I almoat forgot the darkneaa and pictur- 
ed the endleaa corridor of wood and glaaa In ita low-aludded monotony aa 
though I aaw it. And then in a moment of indeacriblo emotion 1 did aee it. 

came a gradual glow ahead, and all at once I knew that 1 taw the dim out* 

an phoaphoraacence. For a little while all waa exactly aa I had imagined It, 
ainoo the glow waa very faint; but ee 1 mechanically kept atumbling ahead 
into the atrenger light 1 realised that my fancy had been but foeble. Thia 
hall waa no relic of crudity like the templea in the city above, but a monu- 

taatlc deeigna and picturea formed a continuous scheme of mural painting 
whose tinea and colours were beyond description. The oaeea were of a 

mummified forms of creatures outreaching in groteaquencea the moat 


To convey any idea of these monstrosities la impossible. They were 

sometimes the seal, but more often nothing of which either the naturalist 
or the palaeontologist over heard. Inaiaethey approximated a small man, 
and their fore lega boro delicate and evidently feet curiously like human 
hands and fingers. But strangest of all were tholr heads, which presented 
a contour violating all known biological principles. To nothing can such 

ns the eat, the bulldog, the mythic Satyr, and the human being. Not Jove 
himself had had so colossal and proturborant a forehead, yet tho horns 
and the noaolcsaneas and the alligator- like jaw placed tho things outside 
all established categories. I debated for a time on tho reality of the 
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mummlH, half suspecting they worn artificial Idols: but ooon decided 
they were indeed aome pnlaeogoan species wtrioti had lived when the name- 
less city wss alive. To crown their grotesqueness, most of them were gor- 
geously enrobed in the costliest of fabrics, end lavishly laden with oms- 
montsof gold, jewels, and unknown shining metals. 


Tho Importance of these crawling creatures must, have been 

wnllsand ceiling. With matchless skill bad the artist drawn them in a world 
of tueir own, wherein they had cities and gardens fashonad to suit their 
dimensional and 1 could not help but think that their picturod history was 
allegorical, perhaps shewing tho progresaof the race that worshipped them. 

what the ahe-wolf was to Rome, or some totem- beast is to a tribe of In- 


Holding this view, I thought I could trace roughly a wonderful epic 
of tho namelose city; tho tale of a mighty seacoast metropolis that ruled 

sea shrank away, and the desert crept into tho fertile valley that held it. 
I saw Its wars and triumphs, its troubles and dofests, and afteward its 
terrible fight against the desert when thousands of its pooplo — hero rep- 
resented in allegory by tho grotosquo reptllcs—wero driven to chisel their 
way down through tho rooks in some marvellous manner to anothor world 
whereof their prophets had told them. It wns all vividly weird and reol- 
iotic, and its connection with the awesome descent I had mndo woo un- 
mistakable, I even recognised the passages. 


Aa I crept along tho corridor toward the brightor light 1 saw later 
stages of the painted oplo-the leave Uking of tho race that had dwelt in 


whose souls shrank from quitting scenes their bodies had known so long 
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roptilos In ornate roboa, cursed Uie upper air and all who breathed It; and 
ono terrible final arena showed a primitive-looking man, perhaps a pioneer 
of ancient Irom, the City of Pillars, tom to pieces by mombora of the elder 
race. I remembered how the Arabs foor tho nameless city, and was glad 
that beyond tllie place the grey walla and oelllng wore bare, 

As I viewed the pageant of mural history I had approached very 
closely the end of tho low-celled ball, and was aware of a goto through 
which came all of tho Illuminating phosphorescence. Creeping up to it, 

1 cried aloud in transcendout amasement at what lay beyond; for instead 
of other and brighter chambers thoro wes only an Illimitable void of un- 
iform radiance, ouch ns ono might fancy when gating down from the 
peak of Mount Rverust upon a sea of sunlit mist. Behind me was a passage 
so crumped that I could not stand upright In it; be'nni me was un Infinity 
of subterranean effulgence. 

Reaching down from the passage intn the abyss was the head of n steep 
flight of steps-amr.il numerous steps like those of the black pnasugoa I hod 
traversed — but after a few feet the glowing vopoura concealed everything. 
Swung bnck open against the left-hand wall of the passage was o massive 
door of braes, incredibly thick and decorated with fantastic bas-reliefs, 

vaults and passngea of rock. I looked at the steps, and lor the nonce dared 
not try them, 1 touched the open brers door, end could not move lt.Thcn 
I snnk prone to the stone floor, my mind nflnme with prodigious reflect- 
ions which not oven a douth-like exhnuscion could banish. 

A* 1 lay still with closed eyoe. free to ponder, rnnny things I hod lightly 
noted lightly in tho frescoes came beck to me with new and terrible slg- 
nificonce— scenes representing the nameless city In its heyday, the vege- 
tation of tho vulley around it, end the distant lands with which its mer- 
chants traded. The allegory of the crawling creatures puasled me by ite 
universal prominence, and I wondered that It should bo so elosely followed 
In a pictured hiBtory of such importance. In the frescoee the nnmoleaa 
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city h.d been .hewn In proportion, (ittod to th. reptile.. Ijm.dj.md iwhmt 
Ita rod proportion! and magnificence hod boon, itn 10 1 , 

certain oddities I had noticed in the ruin.. J thoughtj.riou.ly ofjhe law- 

10 th * ™* tn ' ,ieitic ‘ th "'' l,o " ourod ‘ 
though it perforce reduced th. worahlpper. to cr.wling. P.rh.p. the rery 
rite, hire Involved . cr.wling in imitation of the 

MrardeacenVIhould be u low a. the temple»-or lowor, aince one could 
not even kneel In it. A. I thought of th. crawling cre.tur.., whn» hid- 
m .1 «n clo.e to mo. I felt a new throb of fear, 

eoue mummified forma were no eio»o to me. 

Mental relation, are curlou.,.nd I ah«nk from the idea that except 
for the poor primitive man torn U. piece, in the l..t painting, mine ... 
the only human form amld.t the many relic, and aymbol. of primordial life. 

But a. alway. in my .trang. and roving exUt.nce, wonder .oon drove 
out fear, for the luminou. abyw and what it might contain proaented a pro- 
blem worthy of th. greate.t explorer, That a weird world of my.tmy lay 
far down that flight of peoull.rly .mall atep. I could not doubt and 1 hoped 
to find there thee human memorial, which the painted corridor had a li- 
ed to trive. the f reacoe. had pictured unbelievable citlea, and valley, in thi. 
lower realm, and my fancy dwelt on th. rich mid colo»al ruin, that awaited 

My fear., indeed, concerned the pet rather than the future. Not 
even th. phyalc.l horror of my portion In that cramped corridor of dead 
reptile, and antidiluvlan froaooea, m'*“ 


ould match the lethal dread I foil 
at th^aby'emal" antiquity ofthe aceno and lu aoul. An .ncientnc ao vaat 
that m.aaurement i. feeble aoemed to laer down from the primal atone, 
and rock-hewn templeaof the nam.l... city, while th. very lateat of th. 
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astounding maps in the frescoes shewed oceans and continents that man 
has forgotten, with only here and there some vaguely familiar outline. Of 

ed had the death-hating race resentfully succumbed to decay, no man might 

yond; new 1 wan alone with vivid relics, and I trembled to think of the 
countless ages through which those relics had kept a silent deserted vigil, 
Suddonly there earns another burst of that acute fear which had Inter- 
mittently seised me ever since 1 first saw tho terrible valley and tho name- 
ess city under a cold moon, and despite my exhaustion I found myself start- 
ing frantically to a setting posture and gaxing back along the black cor- 
ridor toward tho tunnels that rose to tho outer world. My sensations ware 

inexplicable as they were poignant. Tn another moment, however, I receiv- 
ed a stilt greater shock in the form of a definite sound— the first which 
had broken tho utter silence of theso tomb-like depths, itwuaa deep, low 
moaning, as of a distant throng of condemned spirits, and came from the 
direction in which I was staring. 1 ts volume rapidly grew, till soon it rever- 
berated frightfully through the low paasuge.and at the same I became con- 
scious of an increasing draught of cold air, likewise flowing from the tun- 

ance, for 1 instantly recalled the sudden gusts which had risen around 

revoaied the hiddon tunnels to me. 1 looked at my watuh and saw that 

down to its eavern home as it had swept forth at evonlng. My fear again 
io dispel broodings over 
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by DOHALD A. WOLLHEIM 

— * I * I *- 

km letter from the filet of the Oberon Government Department of In- 
uncir ^awgaiion:— In answer to the oft-repeated q u e r y o f space- 

densation of the report of K'yaldiu, pioneer astronaut of several gen- 
lions ago.— 

My craft slipped through the atmosphere of Umbriel without 
h trouble. It was much thicker and warmer than any previously ex- 
enced. After landin ', my instruments registered as high as 60 de- 
ls below aero fahrenheit (Earth translation)! 

I grounded the ship upm a flat surface of soft greenish sod (or so it 
cnedil first glance through the ice windows.) After shutting the 
kets off. 1 made ready to g o ashore and claim the territory for Ober- 

Stepping out. my nostrils were greeted by a moat foul stench. The 
was thick, heavy, warm, and very bad of odour. It was barely 
athable, and an excessive heat poured up from the ground itself, 
ch soon sapped my energy very much. 

it w a s necessary to keep pulling them out, which was accompa. 
i by a most discomforting sucking noise. The ground seemed more 
some of the semi-liquids that our scientists produce in their I a b- 
torics when they get temperatures high enough to almost melt ice! 

Forawhilcl squshed my way along. Then a section of the 
und before m e swelled while 1 watched into a large hemispherical 
m c a n d snapped. A cloud of noxious vapour was released and 
irled past me. It was most peculiarly like a bubble. 



Coining upon a large pitted yellowiah rock, towering isolated out 
of the ground, I stopped and examined it. It was composed of some 
porous hard shiny substance unlike anything nature produces. There 
was a most unnatural feeling about the thing. 

There was a movement behind me and turning I saw one o f t h e 
beings native to Umbriel. Ooxing from a hole in the ground, came a 
large ahaptess white object having neither arms, legs, eyes, ears, nor 
other external appendages. It had a mouth and a tubular several foot 
long slimy body. And something else . 

I stared at it to see what it was doing. And when I saw and re. 
cognized, I knew then what sort of sphere I was on. Fur the thing, was 

voracity! It was a worm, a grave-worm of enormous proportions, And 
it could only be eating the flesh of a dead creature! 

Fleeing back to my Ovoid, I found it already half sunk in the 
rotting terrain. Leaping into it, I slammed the door and took off with 
a crash of my gunpowder rockets that lit the scene. 

a natural globe— it is the curled up carcass of a dead animal, a great 
monster from some collosal world out of far space. Somehow it h a d 
been hurled through the void and captured by Uranus. And now 

of the depths of its body to feed. 

Forever let it fester in isolation, for they or not the only beings 
that dwell there. About the worm's surface was a metal belt with 
strange glyphs on it. Somewhere in the depths, in the very bowels of 
that rotten corpse world, lives intelligence, a race o f unutterable horror 
feeding off the bodies of the worms, even as the worms feed off the rot- 
ten planet-being. A race of unsreakable foulness and revoltingness dwell 
ing therein.So far they know nought of other worlds.Grant that they 
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Bony /om-pnrl) m lilt earth- 


It is said that an old pirate once dwelt in Hampdon.hut why 
he chow that secluded and decadent village no one ever knew, for 
the place is many miles from the sea, hidden among the back hills 
His motive has been interpreted i n numerous ways. Some have 


THE FORBIDDEN ROOM 


ax 


•aid it «i to escape the sight of ihe ocean which had been hu home, 

with the aged pirate, were he to inhabit the haunu of a sailor, Hu name 
waa Exer Jones: that name symbolized wealth; enormous, hidden for- 
‘“nes, which, though none had ever seen them, formed part of the v a- 

story dwelling which, with one other, rises from amidst a mouldering 
group of hovels, and will explain to travelers who happen to stop at the 
decrepit hotel, that such was his house. But unless they know the visi- 
tor well, they will tell no more, for the people of Hampdon do not like 
to have their stories ridiculed— as would certainly happen were they to 
te 11 all they know of Exer Jones. 

The edifice has been deserted for many years— no one knows the 
exact number— and strangers who are attracted to the quaint hut sinis- 
ter place are warned against renting it. Beside the ancient, gabled 
dwelling is another house of enormous proportions, brick-made and 

actcr. The second person— one Hiram Shell — had also been rich, but 
hu cxutance covered a later span of years than that of Exer Jones, 
and tne which people knew more about. The source of his wealth 


Before the arrival of Shell in Hampdon, and following a r a p i d 
decline in Jones' health, the latter Was ever seen to have a lamp 
burning in the upper story of his dwelling. I t gleamed into the small 
hours, as the legend goes, and people passing by the forbidding house 
thought they heard the muffled clink o f coins and queer mumbling 
noises, a s if Pirate Jones were counting again and again his ill-gotten 
wealth. This went on indefinitely, till at last, one winter morning 
the old fellow was found, quite stiff and cold at the bottom of the 
long Sight of steps which leads to the upper rooms. 

They buried him back of the queer dwelling in which he had 
died, and when the will was read it was discovered that he had 
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given the property to the township; but of his money not one word 
was said, At the close of the brief document they found a warning— 
and to this day it is a whispered tale, surviving the fleering years. It ran 
thus: 

Pass uve beyond the stairway door; 

My cursed wealth has left me poor. 

Ordinarily, such a fatuous couplet would have provok- 
ed a hearty laugh from Hampden townspeople, but when they remem- 
bered that the ‘stairway door' was the one opening on the room from 
whence the strange noises had come, there were none who wished to 
venture so far within the house. And too, some argued, the position of 
Jones’ body when discovered was not a pleasant one. For though no 
marts of violence were fcur.d on the corpse, it was possible that instead 
of falling from the stairs, as was generally susposed. the deceased had 

The property then lawfully became a part of the township; but 
though repeated efforts were made by the council to dispose o f i t a t 
ridiculously low prices, n o buyer was ever found. That is, until the 
advent of Hiram Shell. 

When this individual settled in Hampdon he chanced to secure 
a lot adjoining that of the forbidding house, where he plied a meagre 
trade of cobbling. However, has Scry tongue and irascible tempera- 

gun to secure, nil he was reduced to miserable proverty. As the 
years passed, he began to assimilate portions of the neighborhood 
gossip. Just bow much or how little he picked u p n o one could say, 
but at night he was often seen prowling about in the vicinity of the 
ancient Pirate house. Age, too, was creeping rapidly upon the man. 

Then one day Hampdon was surprised to see Hiram Shell dis- 
playing signs of uncommon wealth. He bought the best span of 
horses available, dressed in stylish clothes and to crown it all, built 


*4 
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an enormous brick mansion on the lot — the house which is there today, 
if Hampdon still lives. Accompanying this paradox came another burst 
of whispered gossip, for it was learned that his purchases were paid for 
with strange-looking gold coins. And still another incentive for talking 
was raised when it was revealed that he had bought the ancient and 
mouldy Pirate house on Beacon Street. Whether he knew of tha warn- 
ing against the upper ruom was a question no one could answer — nor 
did anyone care to enlighten him either, for Hiram had become even 
more captious and litigious, and people shunned him as they might some 

About a year later Sam Perkins, in passing the deserted house one 
night at i a, saw a light burning in the topmost story of the dwelling. 
And when he perceived that it shone from a window of the forbidden 
room, and heard stange clinking sounds which he remembered from 
years gone by, he ran trembling from the place and spread the news. 

It was early morning before the gossip got about, and several o f 
the townspeople strolled by the place to see if anything had gone a- 
miss. Noticing no object out of the ordinary, they moved on. not 
caring to loiter about the house any longer than was necessary.When 
the day had passed and no Hiram put in an appearanre and no smoke 
was seen to rise from hit chimneys, people again began their whit- 


is warned against asking too many questions concerning Hiram Shell. 

was never found after that, though a diligent search was instituted, 
Only one place in town was not explored— for local authorities were 
loath to enter that stairway door. But it was reasoned that if he had 


died in the forbidden r 


am, the neighbors would soon become aware 

idence as to Shell's disappearance was a 
of the people noticed. It led down the 


trail which 
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ating them. The path went straight to the grave of Excr Jones, and 
disturbed. These facts were kept front the authorities hewever. for 

** Of the fragments of tracks which were yet half-visible, the 
old men will say little. But some have hinted that they were u n. 
like ordinary footprints in that the outline had the appearance o f 
being formed by bones pressing upon the ground instead of flesh. 

The Pirate house still stanJs beside the great ivy-covered 
mansion, and to this day natives of Hampdon say that at mid- 
night queer lights gleam from the third story window and strange 
clinking sounds are heard, as if Exer Jones were once again 
mumbling and counting his money. 
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The white guile wheeled above the cliffa, the air was ilashed with foam, 
The long tides moaned along the strand when Solomon Kane came 

He walked in silence strange and dazed through the little Devon town, 

The people followed wonderingly to mark his spectral stare, 

And in the tavern silently they thronged about him there. 

He heard as a man hears in a dream the wom old raften creak, 

And Solomon lifted his drinking-jack and spoke as a ghost might speak: 
"There sat Sir Richard Grenville once; in smoke and llame he passed, 
"And we were one to fifty-three, but we gave them blast for blast. 
"From crimson dawn to crimson dawn, we held the Dons at bay. 

"We beat them back with broken blades, till crimson ran the tide; 
"Death thundered in the cannon smoke when Richard Grenville died. 
"We should have blown her hull apart and sunk beneath the Main." 
The people saw upon his wrists the scars of the racks of Spain. 

"Where is Bess?" said Solomon Kane. "Woe that I caused her tears" 
"In the quiet churchyard by the sea she has slept these seven years.* 
The sea-wind moaned at the window-pane, and Solomon bowed his 

"Ashes to ashes and dust to dust, 
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and the fairest fade," he said. 


SOLOMON KANE S HOME-COMING 


His eyes were mystical deep pools chat drowned unearthly things, 

And Solomon lifted up his head and spoke of his wanderings. 

"Mine eyes have looked on sorcery in the dark and naked lands, 

"Horror born of the jungle gloom and death on the pathless sands. 

“And I have known a deathless queen in a city old as Death. 

"Where towering pyramids of skulls her glory witncsseth. 

•‘Her kiss was like an adder's fang, with the sweetness Ulith had, 

"And her redeyed vassals howled for blood in that City of the Mad. 
"And I have slain a vampire shape that sucked a black king white, 
"And I have roamed through grisly hills where dead men. walked at 
night. 

"And 1 have seen heads fall like fruit in the slaver's barrucoon, 

"And 1 bavc seen winged demons fly all naked in the moon. 

"My feet are weary of wandering and age comes on apace; 

"I fain would dwell in Devon now, forever in my place,” 

The howling of the ocean pack came whistling down the gale, 

And Solomon Kane threw up his head like a hound that snulfa the trail. 
A-down the wind like a running pack the huonds of the ocean bayed, 

In his strange cold eyes a vagrant gleam grew wayward and blind 
And Solomon put the people by and went into the night. 

A wild moon rode the wild white clouds, the waves in white crests 

When Solomon Kane went forth again and no man knew Ilia road. 
They glimpsed him etched against the moon, where clouds on hill- 

They heard an eery echoed call that whistled down the wind. 



The TYPEWRITER 


BY 

David H. Keller, M. D. 


"When I married you I thought that I was going to 
hare a husband," exclaimed Amy Hunting, "But, Instead I 
have found only a living death with an author, a slave to 
a machine." 

"When I married you I loved you and I still do," re- 
plied her husband." I do not see why you should complain 
about my work, as long as I make a living for the two of us." 

"The same old argumentl” retorted the wife. “When we 
married, you were a bond salesman. Your work brought you 
Into contact with living people in the daytime and with your 
wife at night. We went places and saw things, played bridge, 
entertained. We had many mutual Interests. Now, there are 
only three Interests In your life, reading, thinking and writ- 
ing. Everything else that you do, such as eating, talking, 
dressing and sleeping, you do only because It Is necessary 
and not because you want to. You begrudge the time spent 
at meals and you used to enjoy eating." 

"At least, I am making a better living than I did selling 
bonds. You have everything you need, and even some luxu- 
ries," John Hunting sold with a smile. He knew that ! '. was 
a hard statement to deny. 

"I was happier when we were poor," his wife cried, 
"Then, selling bonds was your vacation and your wife your 
avocation. Now. I am Just a piece of furniture. Our friends 
used to call me Amy Hunting! Now they refer to me as the 
•8 
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wife of the man who wrote THE PERPETUAL HONEYMOON. 
And for every person who knows you are a married man 
there arer ten thousand who speak of you as the creator of 
Angelica Lamereaux. the wonder woman the perfect sweet- 
heart, the modern Lilith, the eternal feminine perfume. 
Ten million women try to Imitate her, twenty million adore 
her. Her picture Is in every home; her Image In every man's 
heart. And, because you created her, fifty million men envy 
you and as many women feel that because you understood 
Angelica Lamereaux you understand them. Perfumed let- 
ters, requests for your autograph, Invitations for the week 
end, requests for lectures— those are my surroundings." 

John Hunting looked at his wife. It was not the first 
time that they had talked over the matter of his national 
popularity, but It was the first time that he had come to 
a realization of the real psychology of his wife's reaction. 

“You arre Jealous," he said slowly. “Jealous of a charac- 
ter In a book. I believe that your reaction Is not unusual. 
1 have read that many authors from Dickens to Cabbel had 
similar experiences. Personally, I never could understand 
It, I understand It less. Why should you feel that way? You 
spend twenty-four hours a day with me; every minute of 
the time you know where I am; you open all my mall, and 
*you and the secretary answer all of It. Just what more do 
you want?" 

"You never would understand,” she replied, talking 
slowly as though to a child. "If I talked to you a million 
years In words of one syllable, you never would understand. 
Putting It Just as plainly as I can, the trouble Is Just this: 
I am your wife, and I want to come first In your life. If you 
are happy I want it to be because you are living with me. 

"You lived with your mother for twenty-seven years and 
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when she died I found you, and because I did I want to keep 
THE PERPETUAL HONEYMOON. Angelica Lamereaux came 
you. Now you have gone and spoiled It all by learning to 
peck on a typewriter and by falling In love with another 
woman. What Is the result? You spent a year of days at a 
typewriter and nights of lnsomnic Imaginations and wrote 
into your soul and there was no room for Amy Hunting. 
Now, you arer working on a sequal. You are polite when I 
speak to you, you answer me, but all the time your spirit Is 
far away with that other woman." 

"Just a character In a novel; a paper woman!” 

"I wish I could believe It! Either explanation Is terrible. 
If there Is a real woman, then you have been more than 
false to me: If she Is only a figment of your Imagination, 
then you are Insane. If she Is real, I could fight the Issue 
out to a finish with her, but how could any real woman 
light a fantasy? If you loved me as you say your do, you 
would help me. You would put away your typewriter, stop 
dreaming of her. go back to selling bonds, pay some atten- 
tion to me, and show me that you do not love her.” 

John Hunting shook his head. There was a tone of fi- 
nality as he gave his determined answer. 

"You simply do not understand; anything I say you 
will not understand. This lack of comprehension is the re- 
sult of your Jealousy, I always wanted to write. Before I 
knew my letters, before I knew how to read, I made up little 
stories and verse. It was an urge, with It came the will to 
attain. You know how I bought my typewriter. I told you 
at the time how I saved the money by going without my 
lunches. But perhaps I never explained to you the reason 
lor buying that special machine. I had to buy It. I went Into 
the pawnshop and told the man that I wanted a machine. 
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He had even forgotten that he had one. I had to tell him 
where It was. I knew! I had seen It In a dream. This part 
cf the story I cannot blame you for not understanding, be- 
cause I cannot comprehend It myself.. 

"The basic Idea Is simple, provided you arre willing to 
believe It. A book had to be written, a heroine created, and 
I, Of all the men In the world, had to write that book, had 
lo create that heroine. I had to do It, because no one else 
could do It, and I could do It only with that particular type- 
writer, lost In a pawn shop and covered with ddst. Separate 
the typewrite and the man, and nothing would happen In 
a million years: place the two In conjunction, and THE 
PERPETUAL HONEYMOON Is given to the world. 

"You remember the day that I brought the machine 
home, how I would not trust the repair man to take It from 
the house, how I had to sit and watch every movement that 
he mode lest In some way he would Injure It forever. After 
It was put In perfect condition, It had to be placed In the 
the proper position, on the right kind of a table, on a bronz 
and gold velvet scarf, you must remember the day that I 
resigned from my position as a bond salesman and started 
to write. There was never a moment of hesitation. 

"The title the name of the heroine, evertythlng about 
her. each little twist of her chamlng personality, every ac- 
tion, conversation, even her dresses were familiar to me be- 
for I wrote a word of the book as A. B. C. or 2 plus 2 make 

I wrote the boog. I really did not write It. I simply copied 
It from a book that I could read In the deepest memories 
of my soul with my eyes shut. There was never any hesi- 
tancy, not a moment of doubt. Her name had to be Angelica 
Lamereauxl— how could It be anything else when that was 
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her “me book sold. That wa» a part ot the VNfNB. There 
was a pubhsher waiting. I handed him the book and told 
him the title. It never occured to him to reject It; In lact, 

he seemed to have been waiting for the manuscript. _ 

"I never met the woman. I do not even know that mere 
la such a woman. But I feel that I know her. At 
thought that I was her creator! Later there has come the 
thought that I am only the mirror that ” 
alloy Her perfect personality to become knarntW it* > 
ing world. I may be peculiarly sensitive to vibrations from 
tile spirit world vibrations not perceptible to other men, so 
that this spirit of Angelica Lamereaux simply uses me to 
make her tangible to a world starving for some symbol of 

P6rI "It haa been a year slnco I finished the book. Since 
then she has grown more real to me.^ For a 

her' and thU taJ*BhaH * a betook- I and my typewri- 
ter shall write that book, but we shall only put down on the 
white pages the story of the life of Angelica Lamereaux as 
L whispers It to me. And that brnk will give pleasure to 
the millions who have learned to love the one perfect woman 
of all the ages." 

"If you write It, you will lose me. I shall divorce you l 
"I am sorry.” he replied softly, "but If I do not write It. 
you will lose me anyway, for I shall die of longing and de- 
sire to write tho story that she has given to my soul.” 

She looked at him, an Incredulous cunning In her eyes. 
"No other typewriter would do It, would It? You have 
to use the one you have?" 

“Yes, I have to write on that 


special one. In 
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It la definitely entangled with the story and the woman." 

Suppose we atop talking and have supper Amy Hunt- 
ing suggested. 

She put a sedative In his coffee, not much, but enough 
to take the edge off hla restlessness and to change his In- 
somnia Into tranquil sleep. When she put It In the coffee 
her only thought was to tear his consciousness away from 
Angelcla Lamereaux for at least a few hours. The real rea- 
son did not come to her 'till he was asleep. 

Then It occured to her. Suddenly she realized how she 
could once again be happy, even though, In the process, her 
husband returned to his former position of selling bonds. 

She went to the cellar and picked up an ax. It was a 
very old ax that had not been touched for many years. She 
went back to her husband's bedroom to make sure that he 
slept. Then she went to hla library, where he kept the type- 
writer, covered with a silk handkerchief. Not daring to take 
off the cover, she brought the ax down .In a single, sullen, 
savage smash. 

A cry came, a shrill, piercing scream of a woman In 
death agony. John Hunting heard the cry. sat up In bed, 
clasped his bleeding head, then started, staggering, twist- 
ing, moaning from his bedroom to the library. His wife met 
him at the door. 

“Bomeone has killed Angelica Lamereaux!,, he moaned, 
and, pushing her aside with unseeing arms, he tottered 
slowly to his desk and dropped on the wrecked typewriter. 
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The MAN from DARK VALLEY 


August W. Derleth 


In 


'■ the courtroom. 

Isa Perkins leaned over to Jack Haley and whispered 
a voice audible almost all over the room, "That Jury's 
been tlxed. or they're afraid of Everard. He's guilty as hell, 
and everybody knows It," 

Both he and Haley got up hastily and followed Mrs. 
Burt. Outside the building they stopped and spoke to her 

"If you don't mind, Mrs, Burt," Isa Perkins said "we’d 
sorta like to know what you aim to do." 

"I guess I'll stay here for a while," the frail woman re- 
plied. 

Isa Perkins shuffled uneasily. "Pact Is, Mrs. Burt, Jim 
Everard’s pretty sure to try what he's call evenin' up things 
it lonly cabin down 


him fine." 

," she said. "But I 


"I thought of tl 

'\l 0t “ whUe yet - 1 tmnk see Jim Everard myself one 
these days and fix things with him, I'm waiting for . . , 
r a man from Dark Valley yonder," 

With that she turned abruptly and left them. 

“Queer woman," commented Haley dryly. "What was 
e trouble between her and Jim Everard?" 

Isa Perkins shrugged. "I don't put much stock In It, but 
im and his wife, they believed in 
table and talked to 'em. I don’t 
tuke no stock In such goings-on. Jack, but by George, the" 
found out some things at that. And they talked a lot about 
something they called estrels or astrels, which was supposed 
to be a spirit from their own bodies, and they could send It 
out wherever they wanted It to go, Some people has queer 
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"You wouldn't believe In astrals, would you, Isa?" abe 
wont on. Again she held up her hands. “You wouldn't say 
I had very strong fingers, would you, Isa?'' 


Ideas, and some people swallow 'em. I didn’t, but Tom Burt 
was a mighty nice neighbor, disregardin' his Ideas." 

Haley nodded. "And I suppose they found out something 
ebout young Johnson's death?" he asked." 

"Uh-huh," replied Perkins. "They claimed one of them 
astrals witnessed It. Tom, It was. They said Evorard did It, 
nnd I gotta admit Evorard was the only one who had any 
reason to rub the kid out. Tom claimed he saw It." 

"And so he didn't live to tell It to a Jury, that It?" asked 
Haley. 

"That's It. Not that a Jury'd have believed It, but I guess 
Jim didn't like the thought of It. So he got rid of Tom and 
fixed the Jury." He paused for a long moment before he 
added, "And right now I ain't reelin' that Mrs. Burt ought 
to be all alone In that cabin. It's too easy for Jim Everard 
to get at If he takes a notion.” 

Isa Perkins stood looking speculatively after the dwindl- 
ing figure of Mrs. Burt. Abruptly he turned to his compan- 

"IH t® 11 you What— are you game to watch that house 
with me tonight?" he asked. "Say, until the man she's ex- 
pecting from Dark Valley reaches her?" 

Haley hesitated a moment; then he nodded and said 
"I’ll do it." 

There was a light burning in the single western window 
of the Burt cabn in Lonesome Canyon. 

"That's the direction of Dark Valley," Perkins said 
lng off Into the Impenetrable darkness. 


1, look- 
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"Anybody coming Into the canyon from that side will 
need a light," commented Haley shortly. 

The two of them were sitting on a ledge across the can- 
yon from the Burt cabin. Not far behind them the dark 
forma of their horses moved In the night, and above them 
a few stars shown coldly In the cloudy sky. A chill wind 
was sweeping Into the canyon from the parlrles 

The hours passed In silence. Toward midnight the lights 

“She's going to bed '' murmured Haley. 

Even as he spoke, the door of the cabin swung open, 
rnd a figure sopor red on the threshold, crossing over, and 
flood outside. In a moment, two more figures appeared be- 
hind It. The three stood for a href Instant In the wralth-llke 
mist rising from the canyon: ihcn they turned and vanished 

yon Itself, They were on the trail toward the village. 

"Well, I'm damned!" exclaimed Isa Perkins softly. “I 

Nodding thoughtfully, Isa Perkins said, "That's right." 
Uneasiness came over him suddenly. 

"Say," said Isa abruptly, excitedly, "suppose that wasn't 
Mrs. Burt and the man from Dark Valley. She didn't say 
anything about two men. There were three people there. By 
God, maybe Everard had somebody waitin' for her before 

Haley caught his breath. "We can settle that In a hur- 
ry," he said presently. "We can go down there and see. Only 
I can't figure out why they waited this long, If so." 

They mounted their horses and cut down Into the canyon 
and across. Before the cabin door they pulled up and 
swyung down off ther mounts. Perkins reached the door 
first and knocked. There was re reply. He knocke dagaln. 
Still there was no reply, and he pushed the door open on a 
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dark Interior. Behind him, Jack Holey struck a match. 

Hiey peered Into the room, and In the wanly flickering 
light saw Mrs. Burt slttlnk oddly at table, her head lowered 
against her outflung arms. There was aon unnatural still- 
ness n her posture, and Perkins gasped sharply. 

As the two of the entered the cabin, the match went out, 
Haley Immediately lit another, sought and found the lamp, 
still In the west window, and lit It. Perkins went Immedi- 
ately to Mrs. Burt's side. He called softly, thinking she 
might be asleep, and then, having received no Indication of 
awakening from her, shook her lightly. Then he came ab- 
ruptly to his knees and started Into the woman’s face. 

Perkins turned a sick face to Haley. "She's dead, Jack," 

Haley came to his side, and together they bent over Mrs. 
Burt. 

"What're yo ulooklng for?” asked Perkins. 

"To see If she's been shot," replied Haley. "There's no 
wound on her.” 

For a moment the two looked down on the body of the 
woman In perplexity. Then Perkins spoke. 

“Jack, Til have to stay here. You run Into town and bring 
out the coroner. Tell hi mshe's dead, and we don't know 
what killed her. Because someone must’ve killed her: I 
don’t know what killed her; I don't believe she put out that 
light." 

The clatter of Haley's riding came back to Perkins In the 
cabin, and presently was lost In the night's silence. He sat 
for a long time without moving, no sound breaking the still- 
ness save an occasional call from a burrowing owl somewhere 
beyond. An hour passed, and from the other end of the 
canyon hoof-beats sounded. 

At that moment the body of Mrs. Burt moved. Before Isa 
Perkins' horrified gaze, Mrs. Burt raised her head, and slow- 
ly slid her arms from the surface of the table. In an Instant 
her eyes met his. 

“Hello, Isa,” she said In a harsh voice. 
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He was too frightened to speak at once. Then, realising 
that It was Mrs. Burt Indeed, and no ghost, ho said. "My 
gosn. Mrs. Burt, we thought you was dead I" 

She looked at him speculatively for what seemed an end- 
less time. Then she began to smile, and In a soft voice she 
asked, “You saw me here all the time, Isa?" 

"For the last hour," he said, "and Jack Haley, too." 

"You could swear I was here, couldn’t you, Isa,” she said. 

The thought that she had gone mad under the strain of 

into Isa’s mind, and ho stiffened protectively. "Sure, I 

She held up her hands and looked at them. Then she 
said, "I won’t have to leave the canon now." 

"The man from Dark Valley," began Isa. 

"He came. It was Torn. He brought Bud Johnson along." 

Isa Perkins was thankful for the growing sound of hoot- 
beasts in the canon. He said nothing, 

"You wouldn’t believe In astrals, would you, Isa?" she 
want on. Again she held up her hands. "You wouldn’t soy 
I had very strong fingers, would you, Isa?" 

Since she looked at him as expecting him to answer, he 
said, "No, Mrs. Burt. ’ 

Even now he heard Jack Haley dismounting outside. Jack 
was alone. He had not brought the coroner. 

The door came open. Jack Haley, meeting Isa Perkins’ 
eyes, gasped, "Isa — Jim Everard’s been killed! He was abed, 
and he was choked to death. Looks like three persons done 
It. but nobody saw anything." 

Mrs. Burt began to laugh, startling Haley. “Nobody saw 
anything when Bud Johnson and Tom were killed, either," 
she said In a satisfied voice. 
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The GLOBE 


a midgetale 

by WILLIAM S. STKORA 

We were hunting around in the attic for some old letters, looking 
for old stamps. A stamp collector had told us that they might bring a 
comfortable sum at an auction. We didn't find any stamps, but we did 
find The Globe. 

The Globe was a shimmery, silvery thing that seemed to tingle 
when touched. The cxhilcrating feeling it brought with contact was a* 
kin to ecstacy. It wasen't very large and could casly be held in the 
hand. Its lightness was remarkable. However, we didn't think much of 

That night things began to happen. People who passed by the 
door just withered up, fell to the ground like dried husks and were 
blown away by the wind. My brother was almost caught when he at- 
temtped to pass the borderline of the front of the house, but some 
mighty power seemed to hold him back. Apparently the transition 
from the outer world to the immediate neighborhood of the front 
door was accompanied by so noxious, so abhorrent, so horrid a phe- 
nomenon that no human soul could stand the awful onslaught upon 

shell a sere leaf subject to the whimsy of the wind. 

Meanwhile I had been feeling more and more exuberant. I was 

merged with mine in one glorious festival o f gleeful uplift. I was 
filled with a force that seemed to swell my heart to enormous 
site. So great was this feeling that to remain at rest was impos- 
sible. My body seemed to fill with a holy joy. 1 was radiant 
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with a holy glow For a moment I was Cod Almighty Himself. 

Then a sharp pop— quiescence. The ball in my pocket was impal- 
pable dust— innumerable unfortunate souls shrieked from my 
throat— and I fainted. 

Consciousness relumed. My brother w- s standing there with 
an empty pitcher in his hand. The affair was hushed up by the 
authorities, although The Bureau of Missing Persons is still look- 
ing for non-existent people. May we never find another Globe. 



Scientific words at long as your arm plus humor and yov lute — 

The ELECTRIC WORLD 


BY Kenneth B. Pritchard 


Mr Hinkle Bluhbei haJ I 

pears upon silting down, never mind standing up. Well, anyway 
Little Willie, as his parents fonJI. called him (the neighbors call- 

"Pop! Hey, Pop!! Tell me a story? Will ya, Pop? Aw, come 
on, Pop, 1 wanna hear a story! 1 WANNA HEAR A STORY!! 
WAWM! 1 WANNA HEAR A STORY!!" 

He rips and pulls his Pop's necktie playfully, and bellows into 

Mr. Hinkel's ears arc red from the concussion of Little Willie's 
outhurst, and his face is nearly black from the tightening tie. He fi- 
nally decides to placate the little fellow. 

“Yeh— ugh— phooo!" comes the breath taking words. '• Y e h 
Willie, jus' a minute, ugh. till I can get my breath! Leggo! d— , cr, 
Willie, please release, ugh, ugh, my tie! And, shut— that confounded, 
er. that loud trap, er...Aw, never mind, close that big yap of yours!!" 
"Wo — O — oWt Maw — Maw! Pop is callin' me names 1 " 

"Hush up, Willie; 1 got a nice story to tell you!" 

The struggles finally cease, and Little Willie confines himself to 
twisting Mr. Blubber's ears into little crullers. 

The story is as follows: — 
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Once upon a time, in the fifth dimensional world of Tglck, there 
was a youngster named Willie. Willie was an inquisitive fellow. H e 
would often do things that astounded his elders. But one day, he did 
things whirh astonished even himself, 

It seems that it had rained static all this one day. It came down like 
popping lightning. Clouds of violet rays banked the Sky. But after a 
billionth of ten scatillion. million molecules of radium had transmuted 
into lead, the sky cleared slightly, and the dear, cool cosmic ray breezes 
blew throughout the land. The central ray maker hung low in the hea- 
vens. There was enough static rain falling, however, to have a trans- 
forming influence on the emission of the central ray maker. The rain of 
static took on a beautiful hue. Sub molecularized ionization Cook place. 
Living sheets of irridcscence colored everything. It was like the fairy 
land of an atomic augery. 

Well. Little Willie couldn't stand it any longer. He had to go out 

said to exist just in back of the irridcscent curtain. 

He ran outside, on his 66 electric legs, and picked up a bar of 
heptenon. (Hepterion, on Tglck, is a magnetically stunted form of 

' Willie was in luck at that moment-In fact he was the only person 
ever to have Buch luck. A Same from the static curtain dropped in 
front of his 66 feet. Willie couldn't miss. Grasping his hepterion bar 
firmly in i a of his vibrating forceps, he jumped upon the curtain. 
And what a scramble followed! 

Using the bar to balance himself, Willie slowly climbed tile 
precarious flame. Up, up, and up, he went. But a flame flickers; 

Willie found himself clinging as tight as be could. He sway- 
ed 'way over, as though a great current was blowing. Then, hor- 
rors! Another fold of the gigantic static curtain swept over and 
engulfed Willie! For a moment it looked as if he would suffocate 
from electrical adhesions. He thought sure he would be translated 
by the static into a mere ghost of energy. But luck was with 
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him, suid his all engulfing fold snapped back with a terrible crackle.Once 

High Up on the curtain of Same, Willie met another obstacle. The 
static Same he was on, contracted to a knife edge. There was danger 
that it would cut clear through him! He steadied himself for a moment, 
and thought. The thought cost him several amperes, but was worth it. 
He placed the hepterion in front of him. Then gently, and with increas- 
ing pleasure, he smoothed off the edge of the dame. 

Soon he was at the top of the curtain; the first ever to get theteIHe 
looked around, and over the other side. How could he get down to find 
the case of photons? 

In the distance he saw a fold of dame sweep far out in back of the 
curtain. He had to get there! And it would take about two kilowatts 
of energy Boy! would he be hungry after this trip? He'd be drinking 
dynamo juice for a week! 

With the bar in his twelve forceps, he scrambled along as rapidly 
as the wobbly staiic curtain would allow. When he arrived at his 
destination, the big fold of irndescence was fast disappearing. He 
would have to act fast! 

Quickly, he r, rasped the bar and placed it on an edge of the fold 
Then, he hoisted himself up, all 66 feet in the ether, and balanced. 
Zixtaiwooop!! Kerplunk! And Willie had ended his wild ride down 
the other side. He was scaling hot, like a stewed prune. His swift 
descent had generated tortuous eddy currents. But good or bad a 
large volume of amps han been shoved through the bar into Willie's 
antomy. And, now, Willie was gorged. He feld as if he had 
been put in the coils of a giant electric machine, and then left 
there for an overtime period. He felt ditty and wobbled. But, he 
had to find that case of photons! 

He screwed himself into as little space as possible, held the 
bar pointed outward, and let go a blast of electric fury. The 
point on the bar sparkled and grew hot. But, Willie felt much 
better after getting rid of the excess potential. 
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Willie whipped along at a mapping pace at the baee of the flaming 
curtain. A hill of moving tilicon dioxide moleculea loomed not far ahead 
He awarmed to the top of it; the atream of energy that trailed behind 
him, in hia eaerdona, cut a gash in the moleculea. The moving allicon 
dioxide particlea tickled hia feet aa he glanced about. He began to laugh 
in atreaky burata of electrons. Soon he waa rolling over and over. And 

regular atreama of electrona blaated from hia vent, and ripped into the 

Hia laughter waa becoming very painful, when a terrific blaat ehot 
him high in the ether! Hia energy had in aome way penetrated to aome 
moleculea of free oxygen. Hu hepterion bar had come in contact, and 
the whole hill waa blaated aa a rcault. 

Willie flew to the top of the curtain of irridcacent vapors. Some- 
thing very bright flew up along with him. It waa the ease of photons! 

he gripped it. But, with fear and horror, he aaw that the curtain waa 
disappearing beneath lair! He wouldn’t be able to get down without 
being exploded! 

The central ray maker dropped below the horiton. The curtain 
vanished into nothingness. But, strange aa it may seem, Willie didn't 
crash. The case of photons, being light, held him up like a huge pa- 

It waaen't long before Little had landed, with hardly a jar. 
Proudly, he walked to hia magnetic house. He was the richest in all 
Tglck for the case of photons waa more valuable than a mine of 

a apecial desert of fifth dimensional grama rays that night. 

And so it is that Willie of the fifth dimensional world of 
Tglck bccane famous, and lived happily to the ripe old age of a 
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"That's all Willie! How'd you like the story?" aski 
Willie squirmed fearfully. Then he bellowed. 
MAW! Pop's bem drinking again!!" 

“Hush up, you numbskull! — E-r- -a-f-fl! 

"M A W! POP IS GONNA KILL ME!!!! 
Thus we leave Pop Blubber and his darling infan 
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